RUSSIAN    HAZARD
Vidiakin, a Jewish clothes dealer, and myself. The organization had
three departments. First, we had to get in touch with the boys
whom we were anxious to help ; Vlassieff and I chiefly attended to
that. Second, they had to be supplied with clothes and documents
to enable them to get past the Bolshevik guards and patrols; the
documents were the department of Vidiakin, the clothes of the
Jewish dealer. Thirdly, they had to be got ojft of the town, but
this was comparatively easy once the clothes 4nd documents were
obtained. If the case had special complications, Eber had to come to
the rescue. His great value to the organization was that he was a
member of the Social Democratic Party and had been their chief
legal luminary before the revolution. Although a Menshevik, he
was persona grata at Smolny and could get travel passes and other
conveniences which it would have been dangerous for us to try to
fake, He lived in the flat above mine so he was conveniently situated
for co-operating with us.
Captain Vidiakin was perhaps our most important member
because he had the skill of an artist in penmanship and a positive
genius for turning a clean sheet of ordinary paper into almost any
kind of document you cared to ask him to copy, from an imperial
ukase with all the seals to an out-of-work street-sweeper's house-
committee certificate reeking with genuineness down to the smell
of his pockets and the last spots of filth and grease. His father was a
rich merchant in Archangel and in the early days of the war when
Vidiakin was coming to Petrograd to join his regiment the little
Scots captain had given him a letter of introduction to me. His
regiment having put all its officers on the retired list after the July
offensive, Vidiakin, tired of waiting with several thousand fellow
officers for appointment to other regiments which would probably
vote them out again as soon as they arrived, had come to Petrograd
in the hope of finding a friend on the General Staff who might have
helped him to another post, but had arrived on the afternoon of
October 23 to find the General Staff all gone and the buildings in
charge of a non-commissioned officer of the Pavlovski Guards. After
a narrow escape from being thrown in the Neva by some sailors who
chased him through the streets for more than a mile, he had sought
refuge with me. He was a competent draughtsman and colourist,
had dabbled in a multitude of arts and crafts, and had a knack for
copying a signature which would have made him a menace to
society if he had not been the honestest fellow alive.
With Rak in Smolny able to secure the signatures of the different
commissars for us, also impressions of the Bolshevik rubber stamps,
Vidiakin had everything he required. We had no need to make our
own rubber stamps. We bought them from the man who made